
The Tragidk of 

Thcother to cnioy fry rage and Warre. 

Thefc fignesfore-runthe death ofKinges. 
farewell, our Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well aflmed Richard their King is dead. 

Sul. Ah Richard / with eyes of heauyramd^, 

I fee thy glory like a (hooting ftarre, 
fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, 

Thy fun lie fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 

■IWitnefling ftomies to come, woe and vnreft : 

Xhy friendes are fledrto wake vpon thy foe*, 
And.croflelv.to thy. good all fortune goes. 

Inter Dak? of Htrfordjork?, T{ortbnmbtrUti4i, 

H ujhie and-(jreene Brtjohtrx. 

Bull. Bring forth thefe men. 
iBulhie and Greene, l will not vexe your foiilcs, 

.Since prel'ently your foules muft part your bodies. 

With too, mucfrvrgingyour pernicious hues, 

for t’wereno charity-; yet t® v/alli your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

I willv nfold fomc caufes of your death. 

You hauemiC-lcd a Prince, a roy all King, 

A happy Gent! email ,in blood and lineament*, 

J3y you vrihappied and disfigured cleane. 

You haue in manner with your finfull houres, 

Made a diuorcefratwixt his Queenc and him, 
Brcketfrepoflelfion of a royall bed. 

And ftayn.de thebeutic-ofa fay rcQueencs cheekes, 

With teares drawne from her eyes with y our foulc wrongs* 
My fclfe a Princefry fortune ofmybir.th, 

Nccreto the King inhlood,andnccrc in loue. 

Till they did make himmif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy Jiecke vnder your iuiurics, 

And figh’d my 'Englifh breath in forren cloudes, 
Eatingthcbitter bread of baailhment, 

While youhauefedde vpoumy fcgniorics, 
DifparktmyParkes^mdfelld myforreft woods, 

From mine ownewindowes torne my houftiold eolte, 
iUc*t outmy impr^cfr, lcauing me no figne, 
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'King "Richard the Second, 

Sauemws opinions, and“nr>' filling blood. 

To (hew the world ! am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much m ore then twice all this-,’. 
Condemns^ ou to tlic death : fee them debarred ouer- 
To execution and the handofdeath. 

Bufl). More welcome is the ftrokeofdeath to me. 

Then Bullingbroofceto England Lords farewell. 

Greene. My comfort is;that heauen will take our foulej 3 . 
And plague iniuftice with thepaines of hell. 

Hud. My Lord Northumberland, fee them drfpatefrtv 
Vnckle,you fay, the Queerreis at your houfc. 

For Gods lake fivrrely let her be intreatedy 
Tell her, I (end to her my kind commends ; - 
Take fpeoiall caremy greetings be deliueredy 
Torke. A Gentleman of minel haue difpatchtj 
With letters of-yourlouetO her atlargc,. 

Bull. TJiankes (gentle Vnckle : ) come Lords,away, 

To fight with Glen dor and his complices, . 

A while U> worke,and after,holiday . J Exenttf - 

Sinter the Ki»g y Atimerle, Curled, (frc. 

King. Barkloughly'Caftlecall you thisathandf" 

Aum. Yea rnyBo id; how brook’s y our Grace the ayr^e 
After your late tefsingon the breaking Seas ? - 
King, Needs muft Idikeit wellyl wecpeforioyy.. 

To ftand vponmy KingdOmc once againc. 

Deare earth, I do lalutc thee with my handy 
Though-Rcbels wound thee with their Horfeshoofes : 

As along parted mother with herchild, 

Playcs fondly with her teares. and (miles -in tnccting : - 
So weeping/jnilmgjgreetc 1 thcetnv earth, 

Ahd do thee fauour with my rovall hands-; 

Feede not thy Sdueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Norwitb thy (vyeetes comfort his rauenousfence^ 

But let thy Spiders.thnt fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy gated Toads lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trechcrous fecce, 

Wliicli with vfnrpmg fteps do trample thee t 

Teclcfe-' 
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